AFTER   EVEREST
Cho Uyo and Gyachung Rang, only 10 miles from us and
each over 26,000 feet high, were actually below the place
where we stood. Of all the mountains we could see that
day, only Everest, the one we were on, was higher than
ourselves. However irritable and unintelligent we may
have been rendered by the altitude, we were all enthralled
by the magnificence of the view.
Yet we could not stay to enjoy it too long, and down
we went, following our tracks, to the little camp 2,000
feet below. Morshead was not too bad—or so he told us
with his wonted optimism ; but he was by no means fit,
and we started off right away in order to get back to No. 4
Camp at the North Col before nightfall. The fresh snow
had obliterated our tracks of the previous day, and we
made a mistake which almost cost us our lives in traversing
back to the ridge at too low a level.
I was going last, and Mallory first, at a place where we
had to cross the steep head of a long, wide couloir which
swept down to the foot of the mountain, 3,000 feet below
us. The man in front of me slipped at a time when I was
just moving myself, and I, too, was jerked out of my steps.
Both of us began sliding at increasing speed down the icy
couloir. The second man checked our progress for a
moment, but could not hold us. He, too, was dragged off
his feet. But Mallory had had just enough time to prepare
for a pull on the rope, digging his axe firmly into the hard
snow. It held, and so did the rope, and the party was
saved.
I remember having no thought of danger or impending
disaster, but experimenting, as I slipped down, as to
whether I could control my pace with the pick of my axe
in the snow and ice of the couloir, and whether the rest of
us could do so, too. I had just decided that my pace was
constant, and was not accelerating, and was feeling rather
pleased with myself when the rope pulled me up with a
jerk. My experiment was stopped, for Mallory had saved
my life and the lives of us all. It is strange how much of
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